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Missionary.  Salaam,  Begam  Sahiba!  Did  you  send 
tor  me  ? 

Begam  Sahiba.  Yes,  your  Presence!  The  Moulvi 
Sahib’s  wife  next  door  showed  me  the  beautiful  em- 
broidery you  taught  her  to  do,  and  I want  you  to  teach 
me,  too. 

Missionary.  I should  be  very  glad  to  do  so,  but  cio 
you  know  that  I only  visit  zenanas  where  they  allow  me 
to  teach  the  Bible  also? 

Begam.  Yes,  I have  heard  that,  and  I fear  x^bdulla’s 
father  will  never  consent  to  it,  but  I do  want  so  much  to 
make  Abdulla  a pretty  little  cap,  and  I get  so  tired  doing 
nothing. 

Missionary.  I shouldn’t  like  to  come  without  your 
husband’s  consent. 

Begam.  Oh,  he’s  away  on  Thursdays  and  he  will 
not  know,  for  I will  bribe  the  servants  never  to  tell  him. 

Missionary.  I should  not  like  to  come  under  such 
conciitions. 

Begam.  Why,  he  wouldn’t  hurt  you. 

Missionary.  Of  course  he  wouldn’t!  I am  not  afraid 
of  him,  but  I think  a wife  should  keep  nothing  from  her 
husband. 

Begam.  How  funny!  He’d  have  killed  me  long  ago, 
if  I had  told  him  everything  I’ve  done. 

Missionary.  You  should  not  do  things  you  are  afraid 
to  tell  him. 


Begam.  How  can  1 help  it?  I’d  simply  die  to  live 
as  he  wants  me  to  live. 

Missionary.  What  do  you  mean? 

Begam.  Well,  Mem  Sahiha,  my  soul  is  like  a bird 
in  a cage,  that  always  frets  itself  against  the  wires.  I 
am  not  like  the  rest  ot  these  women.  I long  for  liberty 
such  as  you  foreign  ladies  enjoy. 

Missionary.  Perhaps  if  you  would  be  more  open  with 
your  husband  be  would  give  you  more  liberty. 

Begam.  No,  he  wouldn’t!  You  don’t  know  him! 
Oh,  I do  wish  you’d  teach  me  embroidery.  That  would 
give  me  something  to  do.  With  all  this  pent-up  energy 
in  my  soul,  I feel  as  if  1 should  fly  to  pieces. 

M issionary.  What  do  you  do,  anyhow? 

Begam.  Read  that  old  .Arabic  Koran  until  I know  it 
by  heart,  and  pretend  to  pray  five  times  a day,  and  smoke, 
and  dress  and  eat  and  gossip  and  quarrel  with  the  other 
two  wives  and  my  mother-in-law,  and  break  as  many 
rules  of  the  household  as  I dare;  only  I do  love  to  play 
with  my  little  Abdulla. 

Mission.vry.  Oh,  how  you  need  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  in  your  heart! 

Begam.  Jesus  was  not  as  great  as  Mohammed. 

.Missionary.  Yes,  he  was,  for  he  was  the  divine  son 
of (iod. 

Begam.  'I'hen  (lod  must  have  had  a wife. 

.Missionary.  1 realize,  like  you  Mohammedans,  that 
the  Incarnation  is  a great  mystery,  and  I cannot  explain 
it  to  you;  but  let  me  tell  you  that  Jesus  was  born  of  the 
sw'eet  young  \'irgin  Mary,  and  that  he  was  different  from 
any  other  man  who  ever  livetl. 

Begam.  How  do  you  know? 

M issionary.  Because  of  the  things  he  did,  which  no 
other  man  could  do,  and  because,  after  he  was  crucified, 
he  rose  the  third  day  from  the  dead. 

Beg.am.  That  could  not  be. 

Missionary.  There  is  more  historical  proof  for  it  than 
for  any  other  thing  that  ever  occurred,  and  the  men  who 
told  it  nearly  all  sealed  their  testimony  with  their  lives. 


Begam.  Then  they  at  least  must  have  believed  it. 

M issiONARY.  They  surely  did.  But  let  me  give  you 
one  of  the  very  best  proofs  of  Christ’s  divinity.  A few 
minutes  ago  you  said  you  wanted  such  liberty  as  we  for- 
eign women  enjoy.  Do  you  know  how  we  got  it? 

Begam.  No! 

Missioxarv.  Through  Jesus  Christ. 

Begam.  How’s  that? 

Mission.^rv.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Mohammedan  or 
Hindu  women  having  liberty? 

Begam.  No,  indeed! 

Missionary.  Think  a minute  and  tell  me  what  women 
in  India  have  the  most  freedom. 

Begam.  Christian  women. 

Missionary.  Did  you  ever  realize  that  it  is  the  same 
all  over  the  world,  among  all  nations? 

Begam.  How  do  you  know? 

M issioNARY.  Because  I have  travelled  extensively  and 
observed,  and  I have  also  read  much.  Christ  is  woman’s 
only  liberator. 

Begam.  Then  I want  Him. 

Missionary.  He  wants  you  more  than  you  want  Him. 

Begam.  Are  you  sure? 

Missionary.  Do  you  not  think  you  would  love  some- 
one pretty  well  to  die  for  him  ? 

Begam.  Yes,  and  I would  die  for  my  little  Abdulla. 

Missionary.  Well,  Jesus  died  for  you,  and  he  lives 
in  heaven  to  love  you  and  break  off  the  shackles  from  your 
poor  prisoned  soul.  With  him  in  your  heart  even  this 
restricted  life  would  be  tolerable. 

Begam.  I have  been  taught  there  is  but  one  God  and 
Mohammed  is  his  prophet — his  greatest  prophet — and 
that  Christians  worship  three  Gods,  one  ot  them  being 
Jesus,  who  was  only  a lesser  prophet  than  Mohammed; 
but  when  I compare  the  women  of  Christendom  with  the 
women  of  Mohammedan  countries  I feel  Christianity 
must  be  true.  I wish  you  would  teach  me  more  about 
your  faith. 


Missionary.  I would  love  to  come  regularly,  if  I 
could  get  your  husband’s  consent. 

Beg.am.  He’ll  never  give  it,  but  the  Moulvi’s  wife  is  a 
Christian  at  heart,  and  maybe  you  could  send  me  mes- 
sages by  her.  I can  read  Hindustani,  and  if  you  will  send 
me  a copy  of  your  sacred  book  I would  treasure  it,  and 
read  it  on  the  sly. 

.Missio.nary.  I think  it  w'ould  be  right  for  me  to  .send 
you  a Bible,  and  I will  bring  you  one  the  next  time  I 
visit  the  Moulvi’s  house.  You  pray  to  God  in  the  mean- 
time. We,  too,  believe  in  one  God,  though  we  do  think 
He  is  triune,  but  the  God  we  worship  is  a God  of  love  and 
not  at  all  like  the  hard,  cold,  revengeful  being  you  Moham- 
medans worship. 

Bega.m.  I see!  1 see!  Oh,  the  true  God  must  be  a 
Ciod  of  love,  for  the  whole  world  is  dying  for  it.  Pray 
that  I may  know  Him. 

.Mission-ary.  I will  indeed.  Now  I must  be  going,  for 
I fear  I have  delayed  your  dinner. 

Begam.  I can  have  my  dinner  every  day,  but  when 
again  can  I hear  such  words  of  truth  and  love?  Oh, 
goodbye,  my  dear  Mem  Sahiba!  How  glad  I am  you 
came!  It  has  indeed  been  a gleam  of  sunshine  in  my 
darkened  life. 

.Mission.ary.  Goodbye,  and  may  the  God  of  love  be 
with  you! 
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